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Road Construction By the Lumber Companies of Norway, Sweden and Finland
EDUCATION WEEK
When President Coolidge called for
the national observance of an Educa
tional Week and appointed the week
of November 18th for that purpose,
he called attention to one of our in
stitutions which has unusual national
significance. An editorial comment on
the subject in one of the great dailies
said, “Education is the hope of
democracy.” It is a trite saying, and
as such could be passed with a wave
of the hand and dismissed. But trite
sayings have a value sometimes—yes

Norway—A piece of road in process of construction.

NORWAY

There are a great many roads in
the timber lands of Norway. In the
Nordmarken forests and in the gov
ernment forests there were roads to
nearly every dam. The main roads
were good, and they were quite wide,
but not so wide as ours. Two cars

Two-foot foundation.

tent their construction program is
confined to a few large jobs rather
than many small ones.
Road building is done very little at
the present time; there are many old
roads which are very narrow through
the whole country and the Bergslaget
and the Provinces are slowly rebuild
ing them. Most of the roads are
similar to the pictures shown. The
new road shown in the picture is far
better than the average.
IN FINLAND
The forest lands of Finland are
accessable through an abundance of
good roads leading through all the
districts and among the farm settle
ments.

Norway—A road in use.

cannot pass without one car stopping.
The intersecting roads were very nar
row—not more than 12 feet from
ditch to ditch.
The construction,
however, was very good; often they
have a foundation of three feet of
rock before the surfacing is done,
which in nearly all cases is crushed
rock.
In the matter of drainage of the
roads the ditches are clean cut and
deep, which serves to keep the road
beds in good condition. Due to the
nature of the country many of the
roads for timber use are in difficult
places and the cost of construction is
thus very high—far more so than in
our locality.

SWEDEN
There is very little to say about the
construction done by the Bergslaget
because of the fact that they have
no supplies to tote and because their
lands are scattered to such an ex

Amy,—Is there an affinity between
you and your husband?
Sue—I am not sure; but I suspect
his stenographer.—Cornell Widow.

often—which ought not to be lost even
though we tire of hearing them. If
it was even true, and worth while, to
say that education is the hope of
democracy, it was never truer than to
day. It would seem that education by
this time ought to have brought
democracy or some other form of gov
ernment to a place where it could rest
secure; but the truth of the matter is
that there never was a day when gov
ernment was more under test than in
this day. And there is more than a
suspicion abroad that it is the wide
spreading education that has put gov
ernment to the test. Autocratic gov
ernment can and does thrive upon
popular ignorance. It is only necessary

Finland—A good sample of road construction by the Kymmene, built in 1910.

Experience is the best schoolmaster.—Colridge.
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for a few to have a wide horizon. In a
■democracy where the people rule,
there must be the popular understand
ing or what was intended for demo
cracy will become—if it ever arose
above a virtual autocracy—a rule by
the few. If one reads the history of
our own government there comes
something of a shock to see how
nearly our government has ap
proached a rule by the few in spite of
the opportunity of making it in fact
the highest form of democracy. One
who reads the signs of the times will
also see that at the present time there
is a disposition toward dispensing
with delegated responsibility in favor
of a personal interest in the govern
ment which controls the destines of
ourselves and our children. Education,
I say, has probably brought about
this change. Education will have to
continue its work if we are to emerge
from this period of personal interest
in government into a condition in
which the institutions of democracy
shall better fit into the needs of our
people than it has formerly. There
can be no doubt that a larger personal
interest in government demands a
larger knowledge of our own institu
tions than is generally possessed even
at the present time.
Education considered from the eco
nomic standpoint is receiving probably
more attention today than ever before.
Education as it increases a man’s
earning capacity is a matter of na
tional interest. A man’s earning power
is pretty near a fundamental matter
just as a woman’s power to make
prudent use of the man’s income is
important. Both of these are matters
of education. There has been a grave
fear in the past and in some shaded
places it still remains, that the large
numbers of educated young men and
women is a threat to society because
it would leave no one to dig the
ditches or wash the dishes. For the
most part fears of that kind have
passed for they were groundless and
are now seen to be without founda
tion. The effect of education is not,
never was, to make young men and

Sweden—Usual type of bridge over a deep stream.

Sweden—Modern railway used by Bergslaget.

Note manner in which the bridge rolls back.

women liabilities upon society, but to
increase their productive effectiveness
and render them safe leaders of so
ciety. It is strange how society takes
care of itself; at some points there is
always room at the top. It is the foot
of the ladder of life that is always
crowded.
There is still another aspect of edu
cation that is not to be overlooked.
The social moral and economic needs
of education are usually the one that
occupy us. There is still another.
Questions, as to whether or not so
ciety is safer in the hands of educated
people, or whether or not we are
better if we are educated or whether
or not we can earn more, are all beside
the mark. It is the nature of the
human spirit to know. Long before
there was any scientific system of
education, long before there was a
public school, men desired to know and
they did come to knowledge and un
derstanding by ways of their own,
which were the forerunners of our
system of public education. Our thirst
for knowledge is fundamental in our
nature. Our present system of educa
tion is as much or even more the ex
pression of that demand than it is any
prudent scheme of improvement or
safety to the manner of living or form
of the institution under which we live.

“I wonder where they get enough
money to pay for all the wars?” said
Mrs. Dumleigh.
“I’m not sure, my dear,” replied
Dumleigh, but I imagine the map
publishers
furnish
it.”—Chicago
News.
Rich caller (who is making the
round of the tenement district)—
Well, I must go now. Is there any
thing I can do for you, my good
women ?
The other (of the submerged)—No,
thank ye, mem. Ye mustn’t mind it,
mem, if I don’t return the call. I
haven’t any time to go slummin’
meself.—Chicago Tribune.

Schoolhouses are the republican line of fortifications.—Horace Mann.
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A LESSON WE NEED TO REMEMBER
“If every well man knew what a
sick man knows—and would remem
ber it—there would not be nearly so
many sick men.”
That little remark, made to us the
other day by a brother editor who is
not especially interested in public
health work but who is helping in
his own locality to help spread the
message of good health, seemed to
reach the spot.
We all remember the saying, “A
burnt child dreads the fire.” There
is a lot of truth in it. We learn by
experience. As long as we are strong
and vigorous, able to do a big days
work and then go to a dance or some
other shin-dig, we feel that everything
is all right with us. In fact we never
stop to think much about ourselves—
we just take ourselves for granted.
If we would only remember that the
body that we live in is a very wonder
ful machine and that like most any
machine it will stand a lot of abuse
before it complains with rusty or worn
joints and other parts, we would save
ourselves a lot of trouble.
All these things are called to mind
at this time by the health institute
and annual meeting of the Maine
Public Health Association which was
held in Bangor a few days ago.
The slogan adopted by this associa
tion is “Keep Well.” And it makes
good on that slogan too, judging by
the reports that were presented at the
meeting by health workers from every
section of the state.
The nurses, the physicians, the
officers, members and other workers
of the Maine Public Health Associa
tion and its local societies and com
mittees are devoting their lives to the
prevention of sickness.
They are
fighting for all of us and are supply
ing us with information on how to
prevent tuberculosis, on how to con
trol cancer, on how to prevent the
many different kinds of sickness that
come from bad teeth. They helping
hundreds of mothers all over the state
to take the proper care of their babies
and they are teaching health habits
to thousands of Maine school children
in every county in the state.
There are a long list of diseases
that are “carried” or “given” by one
person to another.
Sometimes it
comes from drinking out of the same
cup or using the same dishes with one
who has one of these communicable
diseases. Sometimes it comes on the
air—little drops of germ laden
moistude propelled into the air by a
cough or sneeze that is not muffled
with a cloth.

The safe thing to do when we are
sick, is to find out at once if our
sickness is contagious. It it is then
we should use every precaution to
keep from spreading that sickness to
others. We may recover from our
sickness but the one to whom we
communicate the germs of the same
disease may die with it. You can
figure out for yourself a name for
this thing. Some have gone so far
as to say that it is a form of murder.
The Maine Public Health Associa
tion urges all of us as citizens of
Maine to do all that we can to keep
ourselves from being sick. To avoid
exposure all that we can, to give our
bodies a chance to recover from the
labor of the day by plenty of sleep at
night, to sleep in rooms that are well
ventilated, to eat our meals regularly
and to chew our food well. To keep
our bodies clean, our teeth brushed
each day, to love honest work and to
avoid dissapation.
“Within certain limits, you can
have as many birthdays as you want
to have providing you take the proper
care of yourself,” is a statement
made recently by one of the large life
insurance companies. This company
is spending millions of dollars each
year to keep its policy holders alive
as long as possible. It means dollars
and cents to the insurance company
and it means longer life to the policy
holder. The same lesson applies to
each of us. It certainly means more
to us to live longer and to keep
healthy than it does to an insurance
company. And Maine is fortunate in
having such a group of public spirited
men and women as are found in the
ranks of the Maine Public Health As
sociation. The association hopes, with
the help of all of us, to make Maine
the Healthiest State. We are better
than the average now. Figures re
cently compiled show that the average
age at death in Maine is 49 years
compared with an average age at
death of 42 years for the remainder
of the nation. This is a fine thing
but there are still too many deaths in
our state from diseases that we could
prevent if we would only do it. Any
one who is interested in the matter of
keeping well may have without charge
a little booklet called “The Ten Book”
or “How to Keep Well” issued by the
Maine Public Health Association, 318
Water St., Augusta. It will cost a
two cent stamp to mail a single copy
of this booklet to any address.
On this page we quote from cer
tain chapters of this helpful little
booklet. For our own sake let us do
all that we can to help this work
along. A health lecture in the grange
hall, a health moving picture, a health
exhibit, some health literature, all of
these are available without charge to
any one who is interested.

j

CANCER
By E. H. Risley, M. D.
Cancer is not contagious and it
is not hereditary.
Cancer may develop from any
lump or swelling on or beneath the
surface of the skin not otherwise
easily explained. A wart or mole
that shows signs of irritation or
rapid growth may be cancerous.
Cancer may arise in any part of
the body as a result of a constant
irritation. A ragged tooth or a
poorly fitting dental plate which
irritates the tongue or mouth may
cause cancer; or a poorly fitting
corset may cause cancer of the
breast.
Cancer is practically always
curable if it is discovered and re
moved in its very early stages.
Delay in the discovery and in the
proper treatment of the cancer
causes thousands of preventable
deaths.
People often do not consult a
physician as soon as they notice
any abnormal condition of the
body, owing to a foolish fear of
talking about such a condition with
the doctor or with their family.
There is seldom any pain in the
beginning of cancer. If you wait
to feel pain from a cancerous
growth, it probably will be too
late to save your life.
YOUR TEETH

By Archer Jordan, D. D. S.
Clean teeth and a wholesome
healthy mouth help you greatly in
“keeping fit.”
A clean tooth never decays, un
less attacked by acid. The use of
a tooth brush and powder after
each meal will keep them clean
and save you money, pain, time
and trouble.
Pastry and sweets when left in
the crevices between the teeth fer
ment and create acids. These acids
cause the teeth to decay.
Regular visits to your dentist
will reveal the beginning of decay
long before the tooth begins to
ache. A small filling will cost you
much less money and considerably
less pain than the repair of a large
cavity.
Modern dentists believe in pre
vention. So do you. You would
prevent a toothache if you could,
wouldn’t you? You can. Have
your teeth examined.

Without knowledge there can be no sure progress.—Sumner.
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TUBERCULOSIS

CHILD HYGIENE

By Francis J. Welch, M. D.
To
avoid
tuberculosis—Sleep
from 7 to 9 hours out of every
24; eat only wholesome and nour
ishing food; breathe clean, pure
air—while awake or asleep; keep
your body clean and your pores
open.
The symptoms of tuberculosis
are: A cough that hangs on;
blood in the sputum; a fever which
comes at the same time each day;
fatigue which you cannot account
for.
You do not have to leave home
in order to be cured of tuberculosis.
Thousands of men and women have
recovered from tuberculosis with
out leaving the State of Maine.
You can win the fight against
tuberculosis, but not in a day. It
may require six months, a year, or
even two years in a sanitorium to
get well. This is a small price to
pay for restoration to health and
earning power.
If you wish to recover from
tuberculosis, start the fight early.
Give the doctor a chance to in
crease your chances, and obey him
to the last detail.
Do not lose your nerve. Worry
never helped any one to get well.
Concern for your health requires
a cool-headed desire to know what
is wrong, and a strong determina
tion to get well.

By Miss Edith Soule, R. N.
Nature’s food, mother’s milk, is
best for baby. This requires a
healthy, happy mother. If breastfeeding is impossible or unwise;
your doctor will give you a proper
milk recipe for your baby.
A child should sleep from ten
to twelve hours every night. The
windows should be open. A rest
in bed, each afternoon, even with
out sleep, enables a child to regain
lost energy.
It is not necessary for your child
to have diphtheria. The Schick
test will tell you if he is apt to
have it. If he is, the toxin-anti
toxin treatment will protect him
from it.
The food that your child eats
and the air he breathes will de
termine his growth. Well cooked,
wisely selected foods given your
child at regular times will develop
a strong body able to resist tuber
culosis, typhoid and other diseases.
Do your best to keep your
youngster from “catching” measles,
scarlet fever, mumps and other
childhood diseases. These diseases
are apt to impair the health of
your child permanently or to
cripple him for life.

YOUR BODY

SOCIAL

HYGIENE

By G. H. Coombs, M. D.
“Social Diseases” are the result
of immorality. Innocent persons
are often the victims of these dis
eases. Cases of insanity, blind
ness from birth and many divorces
are directly traceable to these
social diseases.
There should be but one stand
ard of morals. Boys and men
should keep themselves as clean
morally and physically as they ex
pect their mothers, wives, sweet
hearts, sisters and daughters to
be.
Treat the problem of mother
hood as a clean and a beautiful
thing, never as a joke, particularly
in the presence of children. Train
your children to think clean
thoughts and to keep the body
clean.
Repulsive and preventable dis
eases often come from the use of
drinking cups and towels used by
others. Teach your children not
to use them and do not use them
yourself.
If you suspect that you are a
victim, consult a doctor at once.
Quacks thrive on these diseases.
Keep away from quacks and patent
medicines.

By Walter D. Thurber

Your body, like your automobile,
is a machine. You can buy new
parts for your car, but it is diffi
cult to get new parts for your
body.
Machines are examined at regu
lar intervals to forestall break
down.
Watches are regulated,
railroad engines are inspected and
over-hauled and typewriters are
frequently cleaned.
Have your doctor examine you
at intervals of six months or a
year. This will help you to live
longer.
If you neglect the teeth of a
mowing machine, they will rust.
If you neglect your own teeth, they
will rot.
Poor headlights cause many auto
wrecks. Your eyes are the head
lights of your body. You need
them to steer with. Have any
strain adjusted immediately..
Your stomach is not a gizzard
any more than you are an ostrich
or a goat. You cannot throw un
wisely selected, poorly cooked, half
chewed food into your stomach
without having trouble.

THE

FAMILY

PHYSICIAN

By B. L. Bryant, M. D.
The family physician is usually
a general practitioner, many years
of training make him an expert
engineer of the human body.
Make it the principal business
of your physician to keep you
well. Let him know at once if any
part of your body is not working
right, and have it put in order.
A medical examination often
discovers unsuspected impairments
or diseases and enables corrective
treatment which may check them,
if not cure them. Regular medical
examinations save health, time and
money.
He will tell you what is the
trouble. He will advise you how
to correct faulty habits, mental and
physical.

YOUR

EYES

By S. J. Beach, M. D.
If your baby develops sore eyes
later, call the doctor.
Proper
treatment may save your child’s
eyesight.
Better work with goggles than
without eyes.
Protect your eyes from brilliant,
glaring light as it is apt to injure
them.
Headache, blurring and even in
attention may mean eyestrain.
Have your eyes examined if you
suffer from these things.
Every child should have a
thorough eye examination during
the first school year, and at the
beginning of every succeeding
year.
Collies, as every one knows are an
intelligent breed of dogs, but only on
their native heath are they in their
element.
There, influenced by the
canny environment of the Scot, they
are said to exemplify their masters’
racial traits. A certain old Scotch
man was in the habit of giving one
of these intelligent beasts a penny
with which to buy himself a bun.
One evening the dog surprised his
master by returning without his pur
chase. Thinking he might have lost
his penny, the kindly Scot gave him
another, but again the dog returned
without the bun, so the owner sallied
out to investigate. They reached the
shop, where the dog jumped joyfully
against a sign pointing to a tray of
buns which read, “Id. each, four for
3d.”
Employer—Do you believe in love
at first sight, Miss Vamper?
Stenographer—Well, I think it
saves a lot of time.—Sydney Bulletin.

Open the doors of the schoolhouse to all the children of the land.—Webster
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“Look, Daddy,” said a little sixyear-old, “I pulled this cornstalk
right up all by myself.”
“My, but you are strong!” said his
father.
“I guess I am, Daddy. The whole
world had hold of the other end of
it.”—Boston Transcript.

Bangor Office
Locals
DOG GONE
He had married a fluffy young
thing and as time went on grew to
detest her homely little pet poodle dog
that snapped and snarled whenever he
came near. One day Fido mysterious
ly disappeared and he promptly and
generously offered one hundred dollars
for its recovery.
“But I thought,” said a friend, “you
hated that dog like poison?”
“So I did,” he replied; “I could not
hear it.”
“Then why on earth do you offer
such a big reward for its return?”
“I like to please my wife.”
“Well, that may be, but $100 is
sure to bring the dog back.”
“I think not,” he answered, “unless
some one saw me bury it in the
garden.”—Everybody’s Magazine.
Scribbler—Have you read my last
novel ?
Cynicus—I hope so.—Philadelphia
Record.

A number of good anecdotes, native
and British, are included in a new
book of recollections. “The South
lands of Siva,” by a Mr. Butterworth.
He writes of the subaltern who had
been on a duty-journey and had put
in a bill for his traveling expenses.
As his trip had not exceeded five
miles this was not granted him, and
instead he got an objection memoran
dum signed by Colonel Bird, demand
ing his explanation for making the
claim as the two points of his errand
were not five miles apart as the crow
flies. The subaltern replied, “I did
not go as the crow flies. I went on a
horse.
I’m not a damned bird.”
Needless to add he was reported for
insubordination but the story goes
that Kitchener was so amused that he
did nothing about the case.
“You have entered the debit item
under credit.”
“Yes sir, I’m left-handed.”—Kasper
(Stockholm).

“They were disappointed in love,
weren’t they?”
“Yes. Each thought the other had
money.”—Life.

“Is that a new runabout Frank
has?”
“Heavens, no! He’s known her since
yesterday.”—Mail (London).

An Englishwoman member of
Parliament, Mrs. Wintringham, tells
a story concerning a man at a
Coalition meeting who applauded
heartily the speaker of the evening
for the better part of an hour. Then
suddenly he started interrupting.
“What did Mr. Asquith say in 1910?”
he demanded in strident tones. “Shut
up! Chuck him out.” cried the audi
ence angrily. But the interrupter,
nothing daunted, continued to ask
loudly, over and over again, what Mr.
Asquith had said in 1910. Eventually
two stalwart stewards removed the
offender. The following morning two
fellow-townsmen, friends of his,
sought him out and asked for an ex
planation of his strange behavior.
“We thought you were a Coalition
ist!” “So I am!” he replied. “Then
what on earth made you interrupt a
Coalitionist meeting?” asked one of
his friends. “Well,” came the reply,
“I’d a terrific thirst on me, and I was
so wedged in that I couldn’t move, and
as it was getting so dangerously close
to closing time I had to jolly well get
thrown out or go without a drink.”

“I’m getting old.”
“Having rheumatism?”
“Worse than that.
I’m having
reminiscences.”—Cincinnati Tribune.

The pale-looking passenger had
shown signs of nervousness all
through the voyage. Approaching the
captain one day, he asked: “How far
are we from land, captain?” “Oh,
about three miles!” replied that
official. “Only three miles?” said the
passenger. “Then it’s funny we can’t
see it.” “Oh,” returned the skipper,
“that’s because the water isn’t clear
enough!”

The world is getting better. It is
now possible to address an envelope
with a postoffice pen.—Grand Rapids
(Ia.) Republican.

“Is your son’s collegiate education
of any practical value?”
“Oh, yes. It’s cured his mother of
bragging about him.”—Judge.

A woman landowner who collected
her own rents in order to save ex
pense found one of her tenants in an
obviously discontented frame of mind,
and promptly decided to forestall com
plaints by making some. She ended
with “And the kitchen, Mrs. James,
is in a terrible condition.” “Yes,
ma’am’, it is,” Mrs. James agreed.
“And you’d look the same way if you
hadn’t had any paint on you for six
years.”

Bursley—He claims to be related to
you, and says he can prove it.
Floyd—The man’s a fool.
Bursley—That may be a mere coin
cident.—Smart Set.

Johnny—What does it mean to take
a thing philosophically?
Mother—It’s the way your paw
pays his card debts, but not the
butcher bill.—Harper’s.
“I’ll never marry,” said Miss
Passay, with emphasis.
“Perhaps not,” replied Miss Snapp,
“but you certainly have put up a
gallant fight.”—Philadelphia Ledger.

“I wish the street cars would put
their numbers on the back as well as
the front,” said Smith.
“What good would that do?”
queried Jones.
“Well, a fella likes to see what he
missed.”—Honolulu Star-Bulletin.
A clergyman, while instructing a
Sunday school class, asked the chil
dren the meaning of “the quick and
the dead.” This seemed to puzzle
them somewhat, but suddenly one
small boy piped out, “Please, sir, the
man as gets out of the way of the
motor car is quick, and ’im as doesn’t
is dead.”

Two newsboys went to see a per
formance of “Hamlet.” In the last
scenes, after Hamlet had killed
Laertes and the king, and the queen
had died of poison, and Hamlet of a
poisoned wound, one of the newsboys
exclaimed: “Golly, Jim, what a time
that must have been for extras.”

The successful pillar of the church
was addressing a Sunday school class
and exhorting them to cultivate a
taste for good books. “My young
friends,” he said, “You should not
only read good books but you should
own them in order to have access to
them at all times. Why, when I was
a boy I used to work all night to get
money to buy books and get up be
fore dawn to read them.”

“Don’t you feel kind of lonesome
since the legislature adjourned?”
“Well,” answered the business man,
“It’s a good deal with me as it was
with a man who had a pet lion that
got lost. I feel a little lonesome, but
not near so scared.”—Washington
Star.

The poorest education that teaches self-control is
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BIKES THAT DIED YOUNG
When bicycles were first invented
there were some very queer freaks
among them, says Pearson's Weekly.
In the British, French, and Ameri
can patent offices are kept drawings
and specifications of hundreds of
freak machines, practically all of
which were consigned to the scrap
heap after a more or less brief and
inglorious existence.
One of the earliest of these was de
signed nearly a hundred years ago by
a Frenchman named Julien. There
were no pedals, the necessary rotary
motion being imparted to the driving
wheel by means of the rider’s feet
being pressed alternately on a suc
cession of downward curved spikes
which projected from the rim at reg
ular intervals. In effect the machine
was a sort of movable minature tread
mill, and the labor involved in pro
pelling it must have been prodigious.
There were two large wheels to the
contrivance, each fitted with an
auxiliary cogwheel, and a small trailer
wheel behind, with a ratchet arrange
ment designed apparently to prevent
the whole box of tricks from running
backward down hill.
An invention which certainly pos
sessed the merit of originality was
patented by an American named
Landis in 1861. This consisted in a
combination of rocking-horse and
bicycle, the horse being mounted on
top of the machine and cranked to
the wheels in such a way as to cause
the rocking motion to turn them.
Many people have been struck with
the notion of using one big wheel
only, thereby converting the bicycle
into monocycle. Most of these single
wheel freak machines are of wonder
ful and weird construction.
In one type, for example, the rider
is perched above the center of gravity,
his perpendicular position being re
tained by means of weights attached
to the forks, which, with this end in
view, were extended down below the
bearings.
In theory this may be all right. But
as in practice a rider weighing, say,
twelve stone, would want about a
quarter of a ton attached to the bot
tom ends of the forks to enable him to
maintain an upright position, the plan
has its obvious drawbacks.
Another type of monocycle, the in
vention of a man named Schaffer,
went to the other extreme, the rider
being entirely caged up inside a huge
wheel about ten feet in diameter.
How he was to escape from his re
volving prison in case of a collision,
or if it chanced to get out of control,
the inventor did not deign to explain.
Artist—Have you taken my picture
to the exhibition?
Porter—Yes sir; it seemed to please
the gentlemen very much.
Artist—What did they say?
Porter—Oh, they didn’t say noth
ing, but they laughed that ’earty.—
Glasgow Evening Times.

THE SAGE AND THE MODERN
MAID

Upon a lovely winter’s afternoon not
very long ago
As pretty little Gwendolyn came trip
ping o’er the snow,
She met the lonely hermit man who
dwells upon the hill
Aleaning on his heavy staff and
weeping fit to kill.
“My pretty child,” the hermit said in
manner soft and mild,
“I grieve to think a bud so fair should
ever grow so wild;
I’ve watched you often from afar as
through life’s ways you press,
You travel at a merry clip or else I
miss my guess.”
“I’ve weathered many winters dear,
and lots of summers, too,
And when I say a thing is so, you bet
your life it’s true;
You’d better go a little slow—I know
whereof I speak.”
But with a laugh and burst of speed
she passed the hermit meek;
“Oh, sorrow not,” the maid replied,
“though all you say is true,
For half a day brings more to me
than half a year to you;
So weep no more my worthy sage, nor
let your grief abound,
Though I don’t reach your ripe old
age, I’ll cover lots more ground.”
—Yale Record.

Mistress (who is going out for the
day)—And, Mary, you may invite a
friend to come in to tea, if you like.
Mary—Please, ’m, I haven’t got
any friend. I only know young
women!—Punch.
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Enriched with a penny, Billy en
tered the sweetshop and inspected the
cases long and lovingly before com
mitting himself or his investment.
The shopkeeper, thinking he needed
assistance, made various suggestions,
none of which met with Billy’s ap
proval. Finally, losing patience, the
man said: “See here, sonny, do you
want to buy the whole world with
your penny?”
Billy contemplated
this gravely for a moment and then
said, “Let’s see it.”
“So,” sobbed Illma Vaselineovitch,
“Ivan Ninespotski died in battle! Do
you say he uttered my name as he
was dying?”
“Part of it,” replied the returned
soldier; “part of it.”—York
World.
“Sir Basil Zaharof, who has suc
ceeded the Blanc family as the prin
cipal owner of Monte Carlo,” said a
Chicagoan, “took me one night
through the gorgeous gaming rooms
at the Monte Carlo Casino. We halt
ed a while at a roulette table. An
Englishman was winning tremendous
ly there. Finally the man cashed in.
'Goodness!’ I said, 'What a haul that
lucky bird has made!’ 'Oh,’ said Sir
Basil, 'that’s nothing, it makes no
difference to the Casino. It’s just a
bit of our money sleeping out for the
night.’ ”

Mistress—You seem to have a good
deal of company, Mary.
Maid—Yas’m. Dey’s what I call
my rainbeaux. Seven different colored
gentlemen. Yas’m.—Princeton Tiger.

“Have you done your share toward
helping to enforce prohibition in your
community?”
“Yes sir,” answered Uncle Bill
Bottletop. “I’ve invented a transpar
ent suit case.”—Washington Star.

Irate Citizen (from his bedroom
window)—Say, you, down there, who
are you talking to?
Intoxicated Romeo—Nobuddy n’perticerler.
I’m jesh broadcastin’.—
Nebraska Awgwan.

Donald and his parish minister
happened to take a railway journey
together. The way lay through a
gloriously beautiful part of Scotland,
the mountains, dales and rivers being
among the loveliest to be found any
where. Passing a mountain that bore
a huge advertisement for So-and-So’s
whiskey Donald gave a grunt of dis
gust. The minister said, “Well, Don
ald, I’m glad you share my sentiments
on despoiling the landscape in that
hideous fashion!” “It’s no that, sir,”
said Donald, “it’s the whusky—it’s
such awful rotten whusky.”

Travelers in New Guinea occasion
ally pick up good stories concerning
native manners and peculiarities. A
tax collector had an amusing experi
ence when he was on his rounds. He
had been to one village to collect
taxes, and when he left he was met
by the people of a neighboring vil
lage. “What wrong have we done,
that we should be ignored by the gov
ernment?” they asked. “Come, we
have money, we will show it to you.
The idea of those Kerepuna people
paying taxes and we not! We are
just as proud as they.” The tax
collector had to pacify them by tak
ing their money.

Mrs. Spenders—I wonder what will
be the popular styles in hats this sea
son?
Mr. Spenders—My dear, woman’s
hats will be divided into two styles
this season, as usual—the style you
don’t like and the style I can’t afford.
—Illustrated Bits.

better than the best that neglects it.—Sterling.

“Are you in favor of clubs for
women?” asked the female with the
square chin.
“Sure,” answered the old bachelor;
“clubs, sandbags, or any old thing.”
—Chicago News.
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COLONEL BRAINARD’S OATH
The morning was lovely. The sky
was cloudless. The air was sweet
with many odors. A soft cool wind
swept by now and then, shaking the
shimmering raindrops from leaf and
twig and slender grass-blade. Yet,
despite the sweet placidity of the
morning, evidences of the terrible
storm that raged all the night before
was on every hand.
The little village of Marshville
most conclusively bore witness to the
fact that a storm in all its fury had
visited it, by its torn and twisted
elms, its many houses without
chimney tops, its orchards wherein
the half-grown fruit lay in windrows
on the short orchard grass, and its
fields of badly lodged corn.
The storm was the universal topic
of conversation among the village
people that morning. Groups of men,
their heavy eyes telling of long hours
of anxious wakefulness, gathered on
the street corners and compared
notes. Each told how the wind put
its great shoulder against the house,
how frightened Hannah or Martha
was, how his apple crop was a dead
loss, how that “splendid piece of corn
of mine would never straighten up
again in the world, sir” and what
trees on his little domain were down,
trees that he “wouldn’t have taken a
hundred dollars for!” And yet run
ning through it all, was a little vein
of half concealed pride in the fact
that the wind had frolicked so rough
ly with their possessions.
“Well, neighbors,” said a cheery
faced member of one of these little
groups, “I think there’s a great deal
to be thankful for! We can’t expect
sunshine with gentle winds all the
time. I s’pose these great storms are
just as necessary as our ‘clearing up
fires’ are in the spring. Why, just
think how hot it was yesterday fore
noon ! Then the Lord sent a big
storm and all the damage it done was
to throw down a few bricks and a
few apples or so; and didn’t harm a
hair of our heads. Now see how clean
and fresh everything is today? I tell
you He’s pretty good to us taking it
all round.’
“You don’t believe that any one had
anything to do with last night’s
storm, do you, Story?” queried a sar
castic voice, and a tall, commandinglooking man joined the group.
“Haven’t I heard a quotation from
some old book or other that runs like
this ‘The wind bloweth where it
listeth?”’
The other’s face flushed, but he
answered sturdily, “And this is an
other quotation from that same good
old Book: ‘And He arose and rebuked
the wind and said unto the sea, Peace
be still. And the wind ceased and
there was a great calm.’ It’s God

(With a change of names this is a true
story of an actual happening in a village in
the valley of the Penobscot. Many of our
readers can supply the true name of the
famous Maine lumberman who made the rash
oath here recorded.—Ed. Transcript Monthly.)

Almighty’s wind, Colonel Brainard.”
The other laughed scoffingly, while
a look impossible to describe, hard
ened the lines of his face into iron.
“Well then, his wind blew down my
barn last night. Now I call upon you
all to bear witness to the thing that I
swear! I will build me a barn that
God Almighty can’t blow down.”
The glow on Story’s face faded to
ashen gray. He said slowly, “And I
call upon all to bear witness to this
thing, also, that Colonel Brainard will
yet be utterly ashamed of the oath
he has sworn before you.”
Again came that scoffing laugh.
“Don’t be so solemn about it, neigh
bor Story! My barn will yet stand
before your eyes and I will build it
too strong for God Almighty’s winds.
Do you hear, neighbor?”
Amasa Story turned on his heel
and walked away.
The town of Marshville was halved
by a wide, deep, still-flowing river.
The largest half of the town was
built on an eminence on the south
bank of the river. The Brainard
Place, as it was called, was built on
an eminence on the north bank of
the river and at some little distance
from the village proper. And so, as
there were no houses or buildings of
any description to obstruct the view,
one standing in the village streets and
looking up the river, could get a very
good view of the Brainard Place. The
second week after the great storm
the village was all wonderment. Four
slow-going, patient oxen were drag
ging an enormous stick of timber
through the quiet streets.
“Hello, Brown!” shouted one of the
villagers to the teamster, “where’s
that big fellow going?”
“That’s for Colonel Brainard’s new
barn,” was the reply; and then every
body knew that the Colonel’s oath
was no idle one.
A few days later the Colonel
stopped at the village store. It was
just at edge of the evening. It had
not grown dark as yet, for a soft
amber light flooded the skies and en
wrapped the earth. It was just the
time when the store was full of
villagers making their purchases for
the morrow and getting the news of
the day to carry home.
“Boys!” called out the Colonel in
his bluff, hearty voice, “come up to
the ‘raising’ tomorrow!
I need a
good deal of help about this one, I
can tell you! Come up, neighbors!
Story, I shall count on you, anyway!
You’ll be there, won’t you?”
“Not I, Colonel!” answered Story,
seriously, but pleasantly. “I’m just

=

as much obliged, but I ain’t flying in
the face of Providence this year.”
The “raising” was a grand success,
and all who attended it came back
with the most vivid accounts of the
strength of the new barn and the
immensity of its timbers.
In a day or two afterward, Colonel
Brainard again stopped at the village
store.
“Story!” he called, “come out here,
can’t you? I want to see you about a
little matter.”
Story rose to his feet and walked
out to the Colonel’s carriage.
“What is it, Colonel?”
Brainard put his hand on Story’s
shoulder and pointed up the river.
“Well, Story, I want you to see
something, for of course you haven’t
noticed it before; I want you to see
that frame up there on the Brainard
Place! What do
' you think of it?”
“I think it is a pretty strong one,
Colonel,” was the frank reply. “In
fact, I know it is, for I have been
told over and over again by the best
of judges, that from ridgepole to
plate, and from plate to sill, it is
just as strong as huge beams, iron
rods and steel belts can make it; but,
Colonel, you and I are both lumber
men ; and more than once we have
seen great tracts of timber, through
which the wind had hewed itself a
path, and do you remember ever see
ing a tree left standing in any one of
those paths? And did you ever think
of what a tremendous force it must
have been that took hold of those big
trees and pulled them up out of the
ground, just as quickly and easily as
a dentist would pull a tooth? If I
were you, Colonel, I guess I would
take it all back and not pit man’s
little strength against the mighty
arm of the Lord!”
“If you were me!” said the Colonel
mockingly.
“But you’re not me,
Story, and I, Brainard, don’t take
back anything I say, very often.
You’re on the losing side, Brother
Story! Don’t forget that!”
As the days went by, it became
evident that Colonel Brainard did not
intend that Amasa Story should have
a chance to forget it. Every time he
saw Story, he never failed to remind
him in the most offensive manner of
the fact that the barn still stood firm
and strong upon its foundations, “and
will stand, Brother Story, until time
rots the timbers and rusts out the
bolts!”
And Story would answer cheerily:
“The Lord has got lots of patience,
Colonel!”
Winter came on. Colonel Brainard
and Amasa Story, both engaged in
extensive lumbering operations in the
great forests in the northern part of
the native state, and did not see each
other again for some months; but
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with the return of spring, logs and
lumbermen came down the river.
Colonel Brainard got home first. He
was in the best of spirits. His win
ter’s work had brought him a great
deal of money, and naturally he felt
rather jubilant. As soon as he heard
that Story had got home, he made all
haste to go to the village.
“Hello, Story!” he shouted, as soon
as he caught sight of Story’s cheery
face, “when did you get home?”
“Just come, Colonel!” answered the
other heartily. “What’s the news?
Everybody all well up to your place?”
“Pretty well, Story, pretty well, and
come to think of it neighbor, why
didn’t you inquire about the barn,
also? Don’t forget that barn, Story!
I want you to keep an eye on that
barn,” said the Colonel with the same
old mocking inflection in his voice.
Story colored furiously. He had
forgotten all about their dissension in
his joy at getting home, and his
pleasure in seeing his old friends; and
to have his friendly inquiries met in
this way, was almost too bad. But
controlling his temper, he answered
with something of an effort:
“No need of me, Colonel! The
Lord has got His eye on that barn
fast enough!”
Somehow the Colonel could not
seem to get those words out of his
mind, although the impression they
made on him did not hinder him from
attacking his victim every time he
came within sound of his voice.
Matters went on after this fashion
until mid-summer. One day about the
last of July, the sun rose in the morn
ing just like a ball of red-hot iron.
All the forenoon the very air had a
quivering appearance, as though it
was panting in the intense heat and
the glare of the sunshine was blind
ing. But, in the afteronon a soft haze
came into the air, and some fleecy
clouds crept over the face of the sun.
Now and then there was a little whiff
of wind.
Late in the afternoon a bank of
gray clouds softly rolled up in the
west. There was nothing particular
ly alarming about them. They were
not dark and thunderous looking, but
were simply a soft fleecy mass of
misty cloud; but somehow they
seemed to bring with them a deathly
stillness that settled down over every
thing, “fold upon fold;” and its in
fluence was felt by even Colonel
Brainard himself.
He harnessed up his horse, and
down town he came. Story and a
number of his friends were standing
on the steps of the village store
busily, though quietly, talking politics
and thus did not notice Colonel
Brainard until he drew rein before
them.
At the sight of the Colonel, Story,
who happened to be the speaker at
that moment, abruptly stopped. By
this time, he dreaded the sight of that
dark, mocking face, the sound of that
grim, mocking voice; but the Colonel
did not mention his favorite subject

as soon as he saw Story, as usual,
but instead said anxiously:
“Boys, I wish you’d take a look at
those clouds yonder.
Somehow I
don’t like the looks of them.”
Of course everyone instantly looked
eagerly in the direction toward which
the Colonel pointed.
“Don’t see anything alarming about
them,” said one; “though it does seem
as though they were pretty near us,
now, don’t it?”
“Well,” said another judicially, “it
does seem so, that’s a fact! And
there’s one place right back of the
village here, that looks pretty dark.
Do you see it?”
“Story, what do you think about
it?” queried the Colonel.
Story gave one quick look at the
Colonel’s face and then turned his
face back to the cloudy sky without
one word in reply. The Colonel
laughed loud and long.
“Oh, ho! Brother Story, haven’t
you got a word to say? Come, it’s
time for you to own up beat! It’s no
time to hold out any longer. I be
lieve that every man that stood on
that street corner that morning after
the storm, is right here now. Do you
remember what I swore, Story,—that
I would build me a barn that God
Almighty could not blow down?”
“I remember!” came the answer;
but the speaker never took his eyes
off those silent clouds.
“And I swear it again, right here,
face to face with those clouds you are
studying, Brother Story. Come, face
round here my friend; I hate to talk
to the back of a man’s head.”
Story never moved.
“Do you give it up?” went on the
mocking voice. “Of course you re
member what you said at the street
corner that morning!”
As one having ears, hears not,
Story half-faced around, “Hush!” he
said sternly. Silence fell over the
little group; and through the still
ness, a strange, low sound reached
them. Instantly every man turned his
eyes to the west. “Look!” said Story,
in a hushed voice.
There was no need of the admoni
tion. Every eye was fastened on a
little dark cloud that had swung
itself loose from the rest.
The
strange, low sound deepened. The
Colonel’s horse pricked up his ears,
worked his delicate nostrils affrightedly, then shuddered all over. The
Colonel’s hand tightened instinctively
on the rein, but he had no reassuring
word for the quivvering animal that
he had petted from a tiny colt. Some
how his throat had become hard and
dry.
He heard nothing but that
wierd sound, saw nothing but that
little swirling, black cloud.
It was forty years ago, that the
events of our story happened, long
before the word “cyclone” with all its
dread significance was a household
word, and they happened, also in a
state that to this day, knows but
little about these terrible wind
storms. But the terror of this strange,

grewsome thing, whose roaring now
filled the air, was sufficient of itself to
smite all color from the bronzed faces
of that group of lookers-on and chill
them to the marrow with fear.
Lightly as a thistle-down, turning
and twisting, seemingly a plaything
of the air, it sped along over the
fields on the south bank of the river.
At first, it was a round mass some
thing like a huge cannon-ball, then
shaped by viewless hands it took on a
funnel-shape,
finally,
it
started
straight as a line for the river bank.
A group of tall elms stood in its way.
The soft cloud touched them and then
swept on. A few ragged and mutilat
ed trunks pointed toward the sky,
branch, twig and emerald leaf twisted
away by ruthless force. It swooped
down on to the river which was full
of logs. A river-man was standing
on one of the great log-booms at
work. The voiceless, motionless look
ers-on saw him face round, and then
the next instant he had dropped into
the water, and was clinging desper
ately to the boomstick, then the cloud
hid him from view. On sped the cloud.
For one instant they turned their
eyes from the cloud to the place where
they saw the lumberman. He was
safe, though his face, which was just
emerging from the water, was as
white as a patch of foam. Then they
turned to the cloud again.
It sped up the riger bank, aiming
as straight as an arrow sped from a
taut-strung bow, for the Brainard
barn. The soft mass reached it, and
never halted an instant as though
hindered, but lightly and steadily kept
on its way. But for all that, the
thing happened that every man had
had a distinct presentiment would
happen—of that great, solid-built
barn, not one timber was left upon
another. Full to the rafters with an
abundant harvest, with six great
river batteaux piled around it, in the
twinkling of an eye, barn and
batteaux were snatched away, and not
a vestige of either left.
The noise of the cyclone died away.
Colonel Brainard and Amasa Story
swung around and faced each other.
There was too much of a terrible
fear, of an amazement beyond words
in the eyes of one to express defeat,
too much of a solemn awe in the eyes
of the other to express triumph.
“Behold He taweth away, who can
hinder Him?” said the skeptic slowly;
and never afterward was he heard to
speak lightly of Him who “holds the
wind in His fist.”
Percia V. White.
Note: The house connected with
the barn of the story is now the North
Hall at the University of Maine.

Shop Assistant—Would you like
the stripes diagonal or longitudinal,
madam?
Customer—Neither, thanks. I want
something with bright green stripes.
—Punch,

The first great object of education is to discipline the mind.—Todd.
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Editorial
America for Education
and Education for America
In view of the fact that this sea
son of the year is the time when by a
custom of considerable age the teach
ers of the State come together for an
annual convention and also that a re
cent call has gone forth from Presi
dent Coolidge to observe a National
Educational Week, beginning Nov.
18—it seemed fitting to give* the cur
rent issue of The Northern a coloring
in keeping with the season. Bedded
deeply in the thought of the American
pioneer and early settler was the need
of education. Woven tightly into the
web of their first making was the
predominating thread of education.
Bound safely was their national
structure by the strong girders of
education. That line of continuity
successfully stretches from our na
tional beginnings to the present. It
abides in unbroken oneness from 1620
to 1923. Its importance has been
voiced from time to time by our great
leaders.
We recall one: Daniel
Webster once said, “On the diffusion
of education among the people rest
the preservation and perpetuation of
our free institutions.” This sounds
strangely and decidedly like President
Coolidge’s call for the National
Education Week. He said, “Every
American citizen is entitled to a
liberal education. Without this there
is no guarantee for the permanence
of free institutions, no hope for
perpetuating self-government. Despot
ism finds its chief support in ignor
ance.
Knowledge and freedom go
hand-in-hand.”
On the opposite page is found a
discussion by Mr. Coolidge who was
then Vice President of these United
States. We strongly commend it to
our readers. It certainly is a grand
portrayal of the educational fact and

need. It is full of rich optomism
and promise. This is timely, too,
from the Thanksgiving standpoint
and season. American life is not
alone filled with solid ground for
thanksgiving because of the gardened
fields and gathered crops. It has an
additional field well laden with fruit
age of mental power and spiritual
values. In this situation our educa
tional programme is a mighty factor.
We recently happened to be in the
office of the superintendent of schools
in one of our Maine cities. A group
of small girls came into the office and
was being waited on by the clerkin
the office. We jokingly said to them,
what is a half of seven and a half.
In a short time one gave the correct

answer. Soon a boy came in and we
interrogated him in the same manner.
He was probably not over twelve
years of age. Almost quicker than
it took us to ask the question did he
give the right answer. Both of these
answers were mentally produced, of
course. These are small incidents.
But they point to facts of great
significance.
Our population with
minds trained by such processes and
with intellects clarified through such
training are mighty sure of following
right reasoning and seeing correct
conclusions.

The Jack Spruce Film to Be
Shown in State of Washington
The other morning we had a night
letter from a man in Portland, Oregon
asking for our film to be used at a
lumberman’s convention in the State
of Washington. The film is being
shipped and will be shown there
October 24.

The reporter was interviewing the
distinguished Japanese visitor with
the aid of an interpreter. “Ask him
what he thinks of the Americans,”
said the reporter to the interpreter.
The interpreter asked the question,
and the distinguished visitor made a
reply.
“He says,” the interpreter
translated, “that the Americans are
the greatest people he has seen in his
travels. Indeed, he declares, they may
well be called ‘the Japanese of the
West.’ ”

THE MIGHTY FORESTS
ALWAYS WERE YOUR CARE
TO F. A. G.

The mighty forests always were your care,
That they should have their ways of serving man.
And was it not in some primordial plan
That those grave evergreens, transformed, should bear
The word of Everywhere to Everywhere—
The thought of now and since all thought began?
O never was there such a Protean
As that felled tree—the paper by your chair.
Your name may not be blazoned on the page,
But in the whitness underneath the black
Its power binds the fibre of the sheet.
You saw the tree, its towering ring-grown age
Against the sky—What memories come back
Now it is here—the newsy day complete?
M. S. C.

Education should bring to mind the ideal of the individual.—Richter.
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measure Progress By
Creation and Redemption |
By Calvin Coolidge
The world needs education in order
that there may be a better estimation
of true values. It is not easy to
assemble facts. It is not easy to draw
deductions. It is not easy to dis
tinguish between the accidental and
the essential. In the complications of
modern civilization these are becoming
more and more difficult. If world
problems are to be solved, it will be
through greater application, through
more education, through a deeper
faith, and a more complete reliance
upon moral forces.
It is only those who cannot see be
yond the present, who are lost in par
ticulars, and who have no training to
comprehend the greater sweep of
events that come to lack the necessary
courage to bear their share of the
common burden. To a race which
claims a heritage of eternity the im
portant question is not where we are,
but where we are going. Education
fails which does not help in furnish
ing this with some solution. It ought
to confer the ability to see in an un
folding history the broadening out of
the base of civilization, the continued
growth of the power and the dignity
of the individual, the enlarging sol
idarity and stability of society, and
the increasing reign of righteousness.
There are two great standards, and
two alone, by which men measure
progress—creation and redemption.
These are not accomplished facts;
they are ever-present processes. While
we speak, their work is going on.
They are the measure of the dominion
of man over himself and over nature,
and of his dedication of himself and
all his powers to a moral purpose.
It would be easy to glance back
over recorded history and see how,
when new institutions are needed,
they have been brought forth, and
how, when they have ceased their use
fulness, they have been cast aside. It
would likewise be apparent that when
there has been need for leaders they
have been raised up to direct and to
inspire, and when there has been a
requirement for the results of science
and invention these have been pro
duced to meet the increasing neces
sities and to lighten the burden of
mankind.
Intelligence never rests;
ceaselessly it works, building, perfect
ing, adorning. When creation has
been required, creation has appeared.
Along with creation has gone re
demption, always through sacrifice.
The power of good ultimately to
triumph over evil has never failed.
When Western civilization was threat
ened by Attila, Rome and Gaul in
common cause made that heroic sacri
fice which redeemed all subsequent
history. When later the followers of
Mahomet imperiled Christianity, it

was the Frankish hosts who saved it
forever at Tours. Always the story
runs the same. Whether it be neces
sary to meet the evil intent of Stuart
kings or the liberty-destroying acts of
a parliament inspired by a mad mon
arch, or to preserve a nation and res
cue it from the curse of slavery, or to
overcome the great delusion of world
dominion, always there have been
those who have made the supreme
sacrifice by which these results have
been accomplished. Always the cross
and always the response. There is a
power which moves resistlessly that
justifies our faith.
There is scarcely any reliable au
thority which denies the right of the
people to self-government, there is
scarcely any dominion which denies
obligation to the law of righteousness.
Institutions of learning, organized
charities, all of the forces of govern
ment and of religion, are making their
ceaseless contributions to the un
bought salvation of the world. The
redemption goes on. The moral forces
of the world are supreme.
This is the civilization which intel
ligence has created and which sacrifice
has redeemed. We did not make it.
It is our duty to serve it. Education
ought to assess it at its true worth.
It ought not to despise it, but rever
ence it. If there be in education a
better estimation of true values, it
must be on the side of a great optim
ism. Under its examination human
relationship stands forth as justified
and sanctified. There is no place for
the cynic or the pessimist. Who is he
that can take no part in business because he believes it is selfish? Who is
he that can take no part in govern
ment because he believes it is sordid?
Who is he that can take no part in
religion because he believes it is im
perfect? These institutions are the
instruments by which an eternal pur
pose is working out the salvation of
the world. It is not for us to regard
them with disdain; it is for us to work
with them, to dedicate ourselves to
them, to justify our faith in them.
It is a high calling in which to be
even a door-keeper is better than to
rule over many multitudes of critics
and Philistines.
The great service which education
must perform is to confirm our faith
in the world, establish our settled con
victions, and maintain an open mind.
The heritage of all the past is neither
mean or insignificant. It is a high
estate. The work of the world is
neither undignified nor regrading. It
lacks neither character nor nobility.
It is the means and measure of all real
manhood. It is truly the creation and
the redemption.
Those who are
worthily engaged in it are ministers

of a holy cause, priests of a divine
imposition. — Courtesy of Trained
Men, published by the International
Correspondence Schools, Feb. 1923.

3 Cottage St., Lewiston, Me.
Sept. 27, 1923.
Mr. M. S. Hill, Supt.
Social Service Division,
Great Northern Paper Co.,
6 State St., Bangor, Me.
My dear Mr. Hill:
Two years ago you very kindly
sent us a year’s subscription to The
Northern, which we enjoyed in our
Girls Evening School. You sent us
25 copies each month, so that we had
one copy for each member of a class.
As these numbers are always filled
with articles, interesting and well
written, we used them in our reading
classes for girls studying English.
We would appreciate very much an
other year’s subscription, if your
Company would kindly consider our
work worthy of your help.
Thanking you for past kindnesses
and wishing the Great Northern
Paper Co. success in the worthy work
it is doing, I am,
Very sincerely,
Olive Lyford, Principal,
Girls’ Evening School.
A story about Queen Victoria is re
tailed by Landon Ronald, the distin
guished composer and conductor.
Queen Victoria had been told that one
of her ladies in-waiting possessed a
good voice and sang well. She was
asked by the queen one evening to
sing, and with fear and trembling
consented, choosing a famous operatic
aria which ended with a long shake.
The queen expressed her surprise that
the performer never attempted to end
the aria as it was written. Her
majesty turned smilingly to the per
former’s sister, who was sitting near
her, and said, “Doesn’t your sister
shake, Lady X?” To which the lady
promptly replied, “Oh, yes, ma’am;
she is shaking all over.”

An investment in knowledge always pays the best interest.—Franklin.

By courtesy of the Oakes Studio,
Presque Isle, Me.
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ROCKWOOD
Mrs. Cochrane’s sister from New
Jersey is paying her a visit.

Mr. Sanford’s wife from East
Corinth spent the week-end at Rock
wood.
William McClure, Hugh Seavey and
Sterling Diamond attended the races
in Bangor recently.

Ralph James has just returned
from his vacation. Mrs. James and
their son, Robert, will return in a
few days.

WILD LIFE IN MAINE

CHESUNCOOK
Miss Charlotte B. Fraser lectured
Sept. 28 in Community Hall on
Americanization and Education of
Foreigners. It was very fine.
On Oct. 5 an oyster stew supper,
gotten up by Mrs. Harry Bickford
and Mrs. Ansel Smith, for the benefit
of the Sunday school was served at
Chesuncook House. All the ladies of
the place helped by making cakes.
Following the supper was a social
time at the school house. Old fash
ioned dancing was enjoyed by all.

Caucogomoc drive got into Chesun
cook lake October 4.
A. D. Smith expects to have his
new cottage completed soon.

School began October 8 with Miss
Davis of Belfast as teacher. Four
teen children in attendance.
Jack Ramsey, G. N. P. clerk for
Chesuncook and Rip Flowage and
Pine Stream Dam Improvement, is a
frequent caller at Chesuncook House.

Courtesy of T. A. James.

Mr. Williams and Mr. Harden of
Hartland have returned home after
visiting the Twombleys.,
Eighty-four men had breakfast at
Seboomook the 5th.

Mr. Berckley of Medford, Mass.
and Bangor, Me., is making a tour
of the Great Northern’s operations,
seeing all the points of interest.

PERSONALS
We understand that “Connie”
Brasenhan has started a skunk farm
under his tent.

Mr. Bunker is quite popular at
Stacyville, it seems. They are nam
ing dogs for him.
Joe Morin, while on his way to
Rainbow operation, Sept. 18, fell from
the heavily loaded tote team and was
instantly killed, the rear wheel pass
ing over his chest.

Mr. E. A. Hart, emigrant inspector,
has just completed a trip through the
Great Northern operations, where he
has been registering the Canadian
aliens working in the woods.

The series of concerts given by the
Great Northern Concert Co., as an
nounced in the last issue of The
Northern proved a fine success. In
addition to what was scheduled one
was sandwiched in at the Forty Mile
Sunday noon to a good sized audience.
And this wasn’t all at the Forty Mile,
for Mr. and Mrs. Lane served one of
the best dinners which it has ever
been our happy lot to enjoy.
Rockwood, Maine,
Oct. 8, 1923.
To Mr. M. S. Hill, Supt.
We would like, for ourselves and in
behalf of the people of Rockwood, to
express our appreciation of the fine
concert given here by the Social
Service Department.
Both the singing and the reading
were greatly enjoyed by all, and their
company at the boarding house was
a pleasure.
Mr. and Mrs. N. A. Murphy.

Martin McKinnon has returned
from Chamberlain lake, where he has
been fire warden all summer.

SEBOOMOOK
Mr. and Mrs. Twombley have re
turned to their work after a pleasant
vacation at their home in Monroe.

It was a pleasant surprise to have
some luscious, tender green peas
fresh from the garden October 5th.
Partridge are very plenty on the
Seboomook road and woods there
abouts.

WILD LIFE IN MAINE

Courtesy of T. A. James.

Education is not confined to books alone.—Trowbridge.
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The George W. Stearns High School
“There is nothing in New England
to be compared with it,” remarked a
representative of a Boston commercial
college. We were discussing the new
Stearns high school in Millinocket,
and as the speaker spends much of
his time traveling from school to
school there is every reason to be
lieve that he knew whereof he spoke.
To be sure there are more costly
school buildings than the half-million
dollar structure in Millinocket, but
insofar as lay-out, finish, equipment,
and the infinite amount of “detail”
work which makes or mars a school
building are concerned the speaker
was nearer the truth than even he
imagined, for the Stearns high school
at Millinocket is not built upon the
sands of guess-work but rather on
the rock foundation of earnest study
and careful investigation. For two
years the plans of the building had
been drawn, redrawn, revised, im
proved, perfected and long before a
brick was laid or a shovelful of dirt
was turned, Superintendent William
Marr, chairman of the plan committee
and Harry S. Coombs of Lewiston, the
architect, visited every important
school building in New England to
study at first hand the latest features
of school architecture. In the light
of these facts we can see why the
Millinocket building has more ad
vanced features than any other school
in New England and why it stands
today a monument to public education
and a model for efficiency in school
service.
The building is erected on a rough
ly rectangular lot close to the centre
of the town. The front elevation on
Katahdin avenue, presents a building
nearly three hundred feet long, and
two and one-half stories high, slight
ly indented in the central portion to
give greater harmony to the main
entrance, a magnificent superstructure
of white columns, white steps and
white stone facings, with an orna
mental balcony over the doors. The
dark red brick of the building is re
lieved by two lines of white stone
facing while high above the main en
trance the inscription “George W.
Stearns High School,” fashioned out
of white stone, shines out of the dark
red background. The entrance is ap
proached by a concrete walk as wide
as the landing above the steps and the
six birch doors that open into the
front vestibule.
At the extremities of the main
building are wings nearly two hun
dred feet deep. The entrances on the
sides and ends of these wings are
done in white stone steps and sides
while over each entrance projects a
white steel balcony.
Upon entering the front doors one
finds himself in a large vestibule with

white walls and panelled ceiling. A
short flight of stairs, extending the
full width of the vestibule, leads
through a series of glassed doors to
the main corridor. On the right and
left are the offices of school officials
while the long corridors lead in both
directions to class rooms and to the
wings of the building.
One is first impressed by the size
and the beautiful finish of the corri
dors. Pure white walls trimmed with
yellow birch in its natural finish give
an appearance of extreme sanitation
without the cold institutional appear
ance which characterizes too many
schools. The halls are lighted by
means of pendant yellow metal fix
tures of the inverted-bowl type fur
nishing soft indirect illumination. The
fixtures in the entrance vestibule are
somewhat more ornamental than the
hall and class room lamps.
There are three floors to the build
ing and with the exception of the
lowest floor the arrangement of
rooms follows rather closely the same
plan.
At the extremities of each corridor
are lacquered fire doors leading to
stairs. The communication passages
between floors, built of slate, concrete
and steel, are non-combustible in con
struction and with the fire doors at
top and bottom landings it would be
extremely difficult for fire to spread
from one floor to another. At short
intervals along the corridor walls
gleam the small red fire alarm signal
boxes, with a chemical extinguisher
by each box. In each corridor, set
into recesses in the wall, are drink
ing fountains, the last word in drink
ing sanitation for the mouth of the
one who uses bubbler can come in con
tact with no part of the fountain. At
the junctions of side and main cor
ridors fire hoses, coiled within glass
cases, are attached and ready for in
stant service. At these points too,
are toilet rooms for pupils, four on
each floor.
A typical class room has accom
modations for thirty pupils. Both
desks and seats may be adjusted to
fit the pupil while the desks are slight
ly sloped to facilitate writing. Each
room is equipped with almost two
hundred square feet of slate black
boards, a book closet, coat closet, tele
phone, clock, and five full length
windows. Window light is regulated
by an improved shade which may be
lowered from top or raised from the
bottom so that light may be had from
any portion of the glass. The in
structor’s desk, swivel desk-chair and
visitors chairs are oak, to harmonize
with the yellow birch finish of the
room. At one end of the class room
is a cloak closet for pupils.
This
room has two entrances and is

Education is the cheap defence of nations.—Burke.

equipped with coat racks and a
multiple-umbrella stand.
The commercial department is lo
cated on the street floor in the north
wing of the building. It is comprised
of three adjoining rooms, the central
room for typewriting having a glass
partition.
Equipment is installed
here for the accommodation of twenty
typists at a time.
The physical laboratory is situated
on the second floor in the north wing,
the chemical laboratory occupying a
similar position in the south wing.
Each apartment consists of three
rooms; a lecture room with a demon
stration table, a laboratory and, be
tween these two, a preparation room
for instructors. Laboratory and dem
onstration tables are fitted with gas
fixtures, electric fittings and, where
necessary, water faucets and sinks
These rooms are furnished also with
cabinets for apparatus and materials,
balance tablets, note book cabinets
and whatever is useful to the con
duction of experimental work. The
physical department has also a dark
room for the development of films and
for experiments with “light.” This
laboratory has a northern exposure
making for shadowless light, thereby
facilitating accurate experimental
work.
One of the most beautiful rooms in
the new building is the library situ
ated on the second floor over the main
entrance. It is a large room and ex
tremely well lighted. The librarian,
from her work desk, will command a
view of the entire room and at the
same time be in a position to super
vise all circulation of books and
magazines. An office and a work
room are built off one end of the
library proper.
An interesting little room on this
floor which has elicited many inquiries
is the “medical” room.
A closet,
toilet, porcelain sink, glassed in firstaid cabinet, couch and chairs com
prise the present equipment, but the
room is arranged for the introduction
of a dentist’s chair, the plumbing and
wiring having been installed with this
purpose in mind. Eventually a dental
nurse will occupy this office and pupils
may have their teeth watched and
given first treatment in the school.
The first basement is divided into
halves, one side for girls, the other
for boys.
On this floor the north wing is
given over to domestic science. The
sewing room is fitted with a long
cutting table, several work tables,
seven sewing machines of different
manufacture, a triple-glass mirror
with stand for fitting dresses, teach
er’s desk and a series of lockers
where pupils may store their work
from day to day. The cooking room
has for equipment several work

=
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tables, each table having swinging
seats, moulding boards, draws and
lockers for two pupils. Coal, gas and
electric stoves will be a part of the
equipment for cooking. Off this room
is a pantry with shelves and cup
boards, and a small dining room. A
third room in this suite is a large
lunch room ideal for serving refresh
ments at socials and other large
gatherings.
The domestic science
rooms, as other laboratories, are car
peted with battleship linoleum.
In the front of the building on
both sides are large toilet rooms,
locker rooms for physical training,
and, adjacent to the locker rooms, a
smaller apartment in which shower
baths are to be installed. On the
girls’ side each shower bath has in
conjunction with it a private dress
ing booth. From the locker rooms
stairways lead down to the floor of
the gymnasium while over the stairs,
in what otherwise would be waste
space, are small drying rooms fitted
with a special ventilating system so
that a draft may be created and wet
or sweaty “gym” suits be dried with
out offensive odors escaping into the
building.
The boys’ side of the basement
duplicates to some extent the girls’
side. The manual training depart
ment which fills the south wing is
comprised of lumber room, wood
working room, paint shop, machine
shop, store room and print shop, the
whole arranged so that the raw ma
terials taken in through the lumber
room advance in a natural progression
to the finished product in the drying
room.
From an aesthetic point of view the
most attractive features of the
Stearns high school are the offices.
At the right of the main entrance is
the first of these offices, a part of
the superintendent’s suite, given over
to the common secretary of the super
intendent and the principal.
This
room is the central point for telephone
and bell systems and contains an im
posing master clock which auto
matically rings all periodic bells. Off
this office is a supply room and
adjacent to one side the office of
Superintendent Marr, which contains,
in addition to the usual office equip
ment, a large fire proof vault for
school records.
At the left of the main entrance is
the principal’s office and beyond, a
large comfortably furnished rest room
for teachers. These four rooms are
finished in mahogany stain and fitted
with mahogany desks, chairs and
other furniture. The floors are cov
ered with a heavy battleship linoleum.
With the exception of the secretary’s
room all are provided with private
cloak closets, wash and toilet rooms.
Reference has been made to the bell
and telephone systems but these
features of the new building are de
serving of further elucidation. The
“master” clock, which controls peri
odic bells, is an electric time-piece
which may be regulated to great ac

curacy and made independent of all
external electrical, and weather in
fluences.
This instrument controls
some two or three dozen subsidiary
clocks in class rooms and offices, and
provides for the automatic ringing of
six different, systems of bells, or a
series of bells, ringing at six different
intervals. If necessary the bells on
any or all six circuits may be rung
by hand while a large punch board
provides for the signaling of separate
rooms and the placing of any particu
lar room on any of the six circuits.
A special device permits also the ring
ing of bells through either a twelve
hour or a twenty-four hour period
with the elimination of Saturday and
Sunday bells.
The inter-room telephone system
connects all rooms and offices so that
from any room in the building one
may get into telephonic communica
tion with any other room or office. An
indicator informs the central office
which room is calling and connection
with the desired terminal is made by
pressing a button. A “general” call
may be made and the principal or
superintendent may thereby make an
nouncements to all teachers and
janitors at one time.
Most interesting too, is the fire
alarm system, unique in that it is the
first of its kind to be installed in any
school building in the world. Through
out the building at frequent intervals
conspicuous red plates mark the alarm
signal stations. An alarm given from
any of these stations is sounded not
only in every part of the building but
in the municipal fire station as well.
Thus, in a fire emergency, the town
fire department may be on its way to
the school before the pupils have left
their seats. Fire drills are conducted
without interference with the town de
partment, while a detector in the
main office warns school officials of
any defect in the fire alarm system.
Apropos to the subject of fire protec
tion it may be well to add that all
points where fires are liable to occur
are protected further by automatic
sprinklers, and chemical extinguishers
are placed at frequent intervals in
corridors and class rooms. Moreover
all doors, whether class room, office or
main exits cannot be locked to one in
side. This averts the possibility of
anyone being trapped within a room.
Care has been taken in planning the
building to avoid blind corridors and
in the advent of a panic during a fire
emergency the exit doors spring open
from the pressure of a child’s body
without the necessity of releasing
catches or so much as turning a knob.
The building is rated by insurance
men as one of the very best fire risks
among New England school buildings.
In a sub-basement, buried in the
ground and connected with the main
building only by a steel spiral stair
case, in a concrete passageway guard
ed by steel doors, may be found the
boiler rooms. These precautions are
taken not only to safeguard the main
structure from fire originating near

occupations, is a great school.—Trowbridge.
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the furnaces but as well to protect
class rooms and offices from coal dust
and gases. Here we learn that the
building is heated by three large lowpressure boilers. The coal pockets in
front of the furnaces are roofed with
reinforced concrete so that teams may
be driven over the coal pockets and
the fuel dumped into manholes. Sky
lights and ventilators take care of
obnoxious gases and an elevator pro
vides for the removal of ashes.
The Stearns high school has its
own vaccuum plant for sweeping.
Throughout the corridors are outlets
to which may be attached sections of
large sized hose. Dirt and papers
picked up by the vaccuum cleaners
pass through this hose and into the
basement where they are dumped into
a closed can. The motor which runs
the vaccuum fan may be started from
any floor by the man operating the
sweeper. The motor and dust collector
is located in the janitors’ room
adjacent to the boiler room in the
sub-basement.
From a health point of view the
most important room in the entire
plant is the “fan” room which is just
beyond the janitors’ room and is
separated from it by a heavy, closefitting iron door. In the fan room
fresh air is taken in through the
ventilating stack and driven through
a fine but heavy water spray which
precipilates all dust and adherent
bacteria arid brings the air to the de
sired condition of humidity. The air
may then be passed through steam
radiators to be heated or it may be
taken cold into the fan room from
which it is swept by a large motordriven fan to every class room and
corridor.
The air throughout the
whole building may be changed com
pletely in ten minutes, thereby assur
ing for each pupil a constant supply
of fresh, wholesome air.
The Stearns high school is not yet
complete. In addition to the portion
of the building described another part
for which three sides are already
erected is yet to be built. This will
contain the gymnasium and the audi
torium. The plans for this part of
the building call for one of the best
gymnasiums in the state of Maine.
It will contain an office for the
physical director, a room for rubbing
tables and first aid treatment, a ticket
office and a gymnasium floor one
hundred and sixteen feet long by
fifty-five feet wide. A balcony will
furnish seats for over four hundred
spectators.
The gymnasium extends through
two stories and the auditorium above
it through two additional stories. The
auditorium may be served by the same
ticket office designed for the gymnas
ium although other exits are provided
on two floors. A stage sixty feet by
thirty-five feet fills one end of the
hall. The orchestra floor and balcony
combined will seat something over one
thousand people.
(Continued on Page 16, Column 3)
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It Is Well to Have Facts
Editor, Izaak Walton League Monthly:
My attention has been called to an
article in your issue of May, last,
written by Mr. Travers D. Carman, in
which the following appears.
“The Great Northern Paper
Company of Maine is so power
ful politically, I have been told
by Maine guides, that it, disre
gards all that State’s game laws.
Deer and moose are shot in sea
son and out. Sawdust is per
mitted to pollute trout streams
and trout are taken whenever
they can be caught.
The Wardens are helpless, they
declare, for were one of them to
arrest a Great Northern Paper
Company employee he would lose
his job.”
It is very evident that Mr. Carman
did not investigate the matter before
writing the above; as he could easily
have ascertained that the statements
of the guides were absolutely false.
We who are familiar with the
territory of the Great Northern
Paper Company, appreciate what has
been done for the development of our
hunting and fishing region; the Com
pany has built and maintains about
two hundred miles of splendid auto
mobile highway, over which thousands
of automobiles go each year through
the hunting and fishing seasons, mak
ing easy of access places that were
almost inaccessable, and nowhere on
any territory, owned by the Company,
have I ever seen a “no camping”
sign.
As to the statement that “deer and
moose are killed in season and out”;
if that were true, the deer and moose
would long since have been exter
minated. Let anyone, who is inter
ested, go to the Company’s farm at
Pittston, and any morning or even
ing, he will see from five to twenty
deer feeding with the horses; let him
drive over the Company’s road dur
ing the winter months, and he will
see deer feeding on wisps of hay
dropped by the teamsters, or browsing
cedar trees that lay by the roadside.
Everyone that is familiar with the
Great Northern territory, knows very
well that the best hunting is found
in close proximity to the Company’s
camps. During the month of October,
last, I made a trip into the country
north of Chesuncook Lake, accom
panied by Mr. Samuel Howes, Com
missioner of Immigration for the Dis
trict of Maine, and Mr. Irving S.
Watts, Chief of Police of Portland;
these gentlemen were amazed at the
number of deer they saw; at one
camp, where we spent several days,
deer came into the camp yard each
day, and fed on refuse thrown out
by the cook. The same is true of
many camps that I have visited.

It is not reasonable to suppose that
there are no violations of our game
laws on Great Northern territory, as
the Company does not exercise con
trol over the individual acts of its
employees, of which there are, at
times, about eight thousand, scattered
over a territory larger than the state
of Massachusetts, but I know from
my own personal observation, and by
what has been told me by employees
themselves, that no employee is
shielded or protected in any way, by
the Company, when he violates the
law.
I am personally acquainted with a
great many wardens and no warden
has ever intimated to me that he did
not have the hearty support of the
Company in the performance of his
duties.
As to the statement that sawdust
is allowed to pollute the streams, the
Company does not operate any saw
mills in the fishing region and has no
sawdust with which to pollute the
streams.
I hope that Mr. Carman will come
to Maine and make a personal investi
gation of the entire matter; then
write a review of the article from
which I have quoted. I for one, shall
be pleased to read it.
Very truly yours,
A. S. Bisbee.
Portland, Maine,
July 10, 1923.
Below is given some correspondence
on the above matter.
June 28th, 1923.
Editor,
Izaak Walton League Magazine,
326 West Madison St.,
Chicago, Ill.
Dear Sir:
In your May number there is an
article entitled “Your Game Warden”
which maliciously and untruthfully
maligns the Great Northern Paper
Company.
May I at the earliest time receive
from you an explanation.
Yours truly,
Great Northern Paper
Company
By F. A. Gilbert,
Second Vice President.

July 23, 1923.
Editor,
Isaak Walton League Magazine,
326 West Madison St.,
Chicago, Ill.
Dear Sir:
We wrote you on June 28th, asking
explanation of an article that ap
peared in your magazine.
May we at the earliest possible

time expect an acknowledgement of
our letter.
Yours truly,
Great Northern Paper
Company
By F. A. Gilbert,
Second Vice President.

Chicago, July 20, 1923.
Mr. F. A. Gilbert,
Second Vice President,
Great Northern Paper Co.,
Bangor, Maine.
My dear Mr. Gilbert:
I hope you will pardon the delay
in answering your letter of June 28th
regarding the article “Your Game
Warden” which appeared in the
Izaak Walton League Monthly for
May. Your letter was received in my
absence and forwarded to Mr. Travis
D. Carman who wrote the article and
who is editor of the page in which
it appeared.
Mr. Carman informs me that he
thought at the time he wrote this
article concerning your Company that
the information on which it was
based was correct and that he did
not claim to have any personal know
ledge of the matter.
In view of a letter of June 27th
received from Mr. Willis E. Parsons,
Commissioner, Department of Inland
Fisheries and Game, Augusta, Maine,
copy of which is attached, stating
that the charges in the article are
without foundation the Izaak Walton
League Monthly in the spirit of fair
ness will be glad to publish in the
August number Mr. Persons letter to
gether with your own under the
caption “With Justice to All and
Malice Toward None.”
I trust this will meet with your
approval. May I hear from you at
your convenience?
Very truly yours,
Will H. Dilg,
President

The George W. Stearns High
School
[Continued from Page 15]

A description of the George W.
Stearns high school would be incom
plete without some mention of the
man from whom it derives its name.
No greater monument can be erected
to a good American citizen than a
building dedicated to the cause of
public education. It is a privilege
which has been gladly purchased by
many but this instance marks a sin
cere desire on the part of a whole
community to ’ render to a fellow
citizen an honor which it believes to
be his due. And nothing could add
more to the joy of the people of Milli
nocket than the though that, far
greater than a name, is the person
ality which shall be perpetuated by
the George W. Stearns high school.

Education is a better safeguard liberty than a standing army.—Everett.

